
Tbe'HiUorieof King Lear, 

odatedman, is no more but fucha pot^c bare forked Animal! 
as thou art, off offyou lendings, come on 

Foole. Prithc Nuncklebc content, this is a naughty night to 
fwim in, now a little fire in a wild field, were like anold leathers 
heart, a fmall Cparke,all the reft in bodie cold,lookehere comes 
a walking fire. Enter Gbfltr. 

Edg. This is the foule fiend {liberdegibek, heebegins at cur- 
phew, and walks till the firft cocke, he giues the web,& the pin, 
fquemes the eye, and makes the hare lip, mildewes the white 
wheate,and hurts the poore creature of earth, fwithald footed 
thrice the old,hc met the night mare and her nine fold bid her, O 
lio-ht and her troth plight and arint thee, witch arint thee. 

° Kent, How fares your Grace l 
Lear. Whatshec? 

Kent, Whofethere, what i’ft you feeke ? 
glofl. What are you there? your names ? _ 

Edg. Poore Tom, that cats the fwimming frog, the tode,the 
tod pole, the wall-newt, and the water, thatin thefimeofhis 
heart, when the foule fiend rages, eats cow-dung for fallets,fwal- 
lowes the old ratt, and the ditch dogge,drinkes the greeneman- 
tleof the {landing poolc, whois whipt from tithing to tithing, 

and ftock-punifht and imprifonedjwho hath had three futes to ^ 

hisbacke, fixe fhirtsto his bodie, horfe to ride, and weapon 
to weare. 

Butmife and rats,andfuch fmall Deere, 

Hath bcene Toms foode for feuen long yeare- 
Beware my follower, peace fnulbug, peace thou fiend. 

Glofl. What hath your Grace no better company • 

Edg. The Prince ofdarkenes is a Gentleman, mm he scaled 

^gUfl^Out flefh and bloud is growne fo vild my Lord, that it 
doth hate what g£M its 

daughters hard commaunds,though their iniimftion be to ban 

any loarcs^d let this tyranous night take hoi vp ) > ^ 

haue I venter’d to come feeke you out , and bring you W 
both food and fire is readie,. Jjtaf* 


The BiBmeaf King Lear. 

Lear. Firft let me talke with this Philofopher, 

What is the caufc of thunder 3 
Kent, My good Lord take his offer, goe into the houfe. 

Lear. lie talke a word with this moft learned Theban, what is 

your ftu die? 

£dg. Howtopreuentthefiend,andtokiJl vermine. 

Lear. Let me aske you one word in priuatc. 

Kent. Importune him to goe my Lord, his wits begin 
Glofl Canft th ou bl am e him, (to vnfettlq. 

His daughters feeke his death, O that good Kent, 

He faid it would be thus, poore banifht man, 

Thou fayeft the King growes mad, ile tell thee friend 
I amahnoftmadmyfelfe,I had afonne 
Now out-lawed from my bloud,a fought my life 
But lately, very late, I lou’d him friend * 

No father his fonne deerer, true to tell thee. 

The greefe hath craz’d my wits. 

What a nights this ? I doe befeech your Grace. 

Lear. O crie you mercienoble Phiio(opher,your core- 
Sdg. Toms a cold. (pany. 

glofl. In fellow there, in’c hou ell keeps theewarme. 

Lear. Come lets in all. 

Kent. This way my Lord. 

Ltar. With him I wilkeep ftil, with my Philofopher. 

Ken, Good my L ord footh him,lct him take the fellow; 
glofl Take him you on; 

Kent. Sirah come on, goe along withvs ? 

Lear, Come good Athenian. 
glofl. No words, no words, hulh. 

. £• Child Rowland, to the darke townecome. 

His word was ftillfy fbandfum, 
fundi the bloud of a Britifhman. 

Enter Comtwelland'Baflard. 

Coni. I will haue my'reuengc ere I depart the houfe. 

Bail. How my LordI may be cenfured, that nature thus giues 
ay to loyaltie, Lome thing' feares me to thinke of. 

will A\r’ l ? ow P crcc ^ uc it was not altogether your brothers- e= 

1 pofition made him feeke his death, bur a prouoking merit, 
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